It Had Been Closed for

Thirty Years, But a
Woman's Ruse Opened It

HE October day was drawing to fita
close as Walking Ann reached the gale

of the Ranche de las Palomss y Mar.
Behind her the road dipped abruptly to the
bemch, a dusty ribbon betwixt the base of the
mountains and the surf; before har it wound
svenly over the shelf of bean flats upheld by
the biuffs. An enticing road, smoothly met-
aled, fading away across the tawny bean
stubbie into the golden hazs of the California
aftarncon, of sen on the one band:
an the other peaks of the Cuyama, amber
and languid with fall, between them the nar-
row, twantysuile stretch of the Ranch of the
Deoves sad the Sea, but that rond was aot for
chance feet, for across the whole mesa ran
s wicked looking barrier of mingled barbed
wire and prickly-pear, broken by & five bar
gate bristling with locks and chains, bearing

ing across this ranch.

“By order, Erraw GLywos.”
*Looks Uke some folks’ idea o' heaven®
Ana murmured as she gased * All just lke
it oughter be, an’ most everybody eslse kept
cutside.™

She knew that gate; with its counterpart
twenty miles nerth it was known to the
whole coast from Santa Barbara to the Mon-
tarmag known even to all California, mow
that the county's suit to force the Glyndes to
open the romd was befors the Stats Bupremse
Comrt. For nearly thirty years it bad been
closed, cutting off the dwellers in the moun-
tain maaches behind it—and especially those
in the Nacimients. Ann pondersd that a
moment and there came a pleture of & bitter
mouthed woman, her eyes haggurd with gas-
ing out over the road she might never travel
“Hm—4f you wants a real quarrel you
sure gut to go to your own family to get It”
Ann remarked te the unresponsive gats.
“Well, I guess I'll rest me & bit anyhow; not
even Ellen Glynde can jall a body for look-
ing at her rench.”

An odd figure she mads, & woman alone
= that expanse of mountain, sky, and sea.
A woman probably cider than she
looked, since, despite her whits hair and
puckered, berry-broewn skin, there was =o
moch unconguarabls vitality still Hngering in
her beny frame Ia sunbonnet and decent
dress of drad denim, pack and rolled blanks!
on ber back, she sat lke one surveying th-
world with & glance of twinkling shrewdness
Just who Ann was it would be difieult to
my, since no ene really kzew and she her-
self vouchsafed no information. From fall
T spring she was swallowed wp in that
great winter refuge of Loa Angsles, far to
the south, but with each April, as the skise
c'aared of the ralns and rosss and popples
famed in the foothills, would come a day
when bher winter haunts knew bher no more
Even whatever name by which she might be
known in the city would drop from her, and
op through the fastnesses of the Coast
Range or out where the seventh furnace of
the San Joaquin dips dowm to the desert
lonsly dwellers would begin to wonder Iif
~ Walking Ann " would come their way that
year. Nor did she give any explanation of
that, either, possibly mot evem to herselfl
Thers wers many who questioned her, com-
fortable people following accepted paths,
amused or slightly aghast at the sight of her
tall old form passing on its solitary way, but
to each she would give the same answer:
“Well, It's kind of good to be on your way
—and it's kind of good to think maybe you're
goin' to get somewhare sometime.”

That was all, and on she would go, with
meaver a backward glance, her gase always
bafors her into that allurement of sheer dis.
tanos.

" Gueos Il fetch round by the Nacimi=nte
and lock im on June Donochus tomeorrow,” she
planned. ~ Land's sakes, {f the court opens
that there read ‘tis she a=Tl be the first to
go sky hootin' acrost it—and a bitter pil for
Ellen Glynds ‘twill ba”
'mm!henmun'umgt.'m
continuad aloud In the manner of one Who
walks muoch alons. * The gates o' hats they
eall ‘em back thar in the mountaims, Well,
you be big and ugly emeugh, Lord knowa ™
It was an automeobile that aroused her
frem bher salfcommuning, an impeorted, gray-
gleaming ear which came purring up the
slopes from the beach in & perfection of
wrought-fron lugs. As the chauffeur alighted
with Jinziing key chaln ths other occupants
of the car turned a battery of coid inquiry
en Ann. Entirely out of place she seamed,
sitting thers unmoved, yet with something
of the naturalness of thoss chaparral bushes
at her back, and with & hint of thelr barbed
potancies as well

The woman in the ear spoke first, gray
haired, with a certaln controlled sweetness
in face and voios, every detall as scberly par-
fect as those of her equipage.

*My good woman, are you in trouble™
“fot &s I knows on, thank youw, Mis
Glynde,” Ann precisely returned.

Bhe sat still, her browned face quist under
the saves of her sunbonnet. The answer
ssemed hardly what the other woman had
axpected;, and a shadow of suthority crept
into her conacious benevolence.

“It seems wery strange, your being here
alone.”

“There's many strange things in this
world, ma‘sm.” Ana midly replied.

It was the man in the front seat whe apoka
mext; & Bttle fallow, already portly, his face *
everiaid, a3 by & mask, with an swareness of
EY¥eR-CiVen sUperiority.

“We don't allow strangers to cross the
ranch.”

“'Ceptin’ funerals,” Ann amended, “I've
mm-n-_nmmmm
but I ain't quite ready for that”

*“What are you doing here™ he rasped.

= 4 getting on the public lands, sir, and if
I set long enough maybe I'll hateh some
thing."

The girl crept out inte the night
7iom ths greal house ameng
the cypreds troes,
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*Oh, Fred, perhaps the poor old lady s
mﬂ

That was hardly more than A murmur,
such as might come from one accustomed to
being disregarded. It was the girl whe
spoks; seated in the tomneau, overshadowed
by the presence .of Ellen Glynde, she bad
escaped Ann's notice. Now, as she leaned
forward, she showed of a fragile, drooping
prettiness, like that of a plaht kept too long
in a sunless place.

“No, I ain't lost, Misa, thank you,” said
Ann, with a trifie less of hostility. * Body
and soul, I knows jest where I ba.™

She turned to the clder woman, & hint of
malice In her tobe,

=1 was restin' at your gate, Mra. Glynde,
becauss “tis herp the trall turns off to the
Nacimiente, I'm almin' to fetch thar right
soon, and If you haye a message for your
sister, M5’ Donchue, 'tiz me as'll be glad to
take iL"

At that namé it was as though a shade
bad been drawn down over the faces of Fred
Giyndes and his mother; something blankly
decent to hide whatever might bs behind it
Omly in the eyes of the girl came a hint of
something human—desperstion, perhaps, or
possibly appeal. Her hand, slimly ungloved.
fluttered an Instant over the side of the ear,

and as the great machine rolled en through

the opemed gatss Ann saw a leather wrist
bag lying in the dust of the read.

She sat on, regarding It in motionless
sllence, wondering what was to eome. A
few yards the other side of the gate the car
stopped agaln, and Mrs. Glynde's voice came
on the Brease, clesr and concise:

*You say you dropped your bag. How en
earth 414 you do that?™

A“ntddﬁa,uﬂh&buﬂgu
apologetie murmur that 4id4 not pass the car.

“ Really, Lucy;” Mra. Glynds spoke again,
in the irritated surprise of one whose own
belongings were permanently in their proper
place, “you are & most extraordinary girl
Now Harris will have to get out and go back
after IL™ "

The tannean door swung open at that and
the girl sprang out with a swiftnesa evidently
intended to forestall the chauffeur.

* No, pleass, aunt, don't let me trouble any-
body—it won't take me & minute. I'm s
sorry—>"

It waa the everamphasized tone of an o
customed under place. With her delicate prat-
tiness flushed 2s by a concealed excitement,
the gir! hurried back along the road: ths bag
lay there in full view, but her gase seemed
daliberataly to sveld it as abe made a alight
datour thmt brought her close to where Ann
ok A

“1—1I dropped my wrist bag.” she laughed

“Did you, now!™ Ann queried with some-

astonishment. Their glances met In & bland

. umcensciousness of the lost article Iyrfng with.

ItHaJMCbndforTh Y
. But a Woman’s Ruse Mﬁ

In three feet of thermi, and with some em-
barrassment the girl went on:

"It isn't valuable at all; there's no money
In it I mean I never have any of my own.”

“ 8he wants me to do somethin’ and she's
tallin’ me as she can’t pay me for it,” Ann
silently translated as she listened.

" Of course, my aunt is most generous,”
the girl amended. “I have really everything
I want™

“ Exceptin’ a dollar or two to spend as she
pleases,” ‘commented Ann to herself. Then,
rising, she spoks aloud

“We'll bave to look for 't, that's all.”

Like the girl's, her own gaze seemed sud-
denly and violenlly astigmatic as, bending
over the road, she passed within six inches
of the bag without seeing it. So this was

the niece old Peter Glynde bad left without.

& cent and to whom his widow had given
asylum.

“It must be hers somewhere™ Lucy
Glynde faltered on. * I know just where I
dropped it—— Are you the lady they call
Walking Ann?™

“1 be,” Ann nodded ghortly.

*1I have heard of you from—from youns

. Mr. Donohue,” Lucy breathlessly continued.

“He wrols to me all the time he was at the
war, and I heard you say you were going
around by the Nacimiento and—and——-"

* You wants me to take a message to him,"
Ann finished for her, * Well, I'll do It—'tis

.lﬂhmun'tntauhmtuvﬂumna

ine.”

Lucy Glynde's flush deepened as with a
&Ixhtnodghmmd the car she fumbled
in the recesses of her motor coat,

*“I1—I have one written.”

Ann stared straitly up from her search of
the road, a search a0 perfect that if had
achieved the feminine pinnadle of decelving
herself. Bhe knew nething of the opera, she
would probably have dismissed it as “a
passel o' dog klylin',” but ad the girl drew
out that nots her chuckle.was an echo of
Figaro's at sight of Rosina's'™ viglietto.”

* 80 you got it writ, have you?* she twin
kled. " Don't you hand it to me, gal—you
just drop it as you pick up that thar. bag.
nutmmp:u-hnumm

car a-watchin' of you” . i1

‘-Ioh._'_n -

An added wave of red figwed up over tha
#irl’s face; her glance met Ann's 'with a look
part fear, part guilt, largely eourage, somg
gratitude, and complstely of a strange mu.
tual understanding. The next instant she had
stooped, caught up the bag, and was flylng
back to the waiting car. And Ann, Jooking
down at the dust, saw a folded note plainly
inseribed * Mr. Terry Donohue, lhmho!t-l
miento.”

sm“wnnmmmm
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the car had disappeared in a aip ia the read
did she plek it up. Ralsing ber skirt, she
stowed it away in-a little bag slung from her
walst which mﬁlﬂhﬂﬂ“h
longings.

“ 8o Terry Donohue wrots her durin’ the
war, 4id he? " ¥he mused as she her
pack again. Mhtmuﬁﬂn‘tmh
Ellen Glynde’s house—I" lay that gal Tented

A post box with a bit o' pawned
Jjewelry and told her aunt as
phe'd Jost it. Them as I8 al
ways so darn right themaalves
can sure be a fruitful vine o’
wrongdoin®' in others.™

Her mouth grew caustic as

skeletons of bDygone springs
Into = cafion it led, a mere cleft
heayy with shadow in the dying aftermoon.
The loganberries wers red on the slopes;
below them madronos and sweet bay arched
over the biue gray bowiders of the dried
stream bed Higher up she came on ccos"
sional pools of brown watsr, then at last &
flowing thread, clear and cool.

“The summer's gone,” Ann commented as
she saw it. *“The streams is risin’ to meet
the rains.”

“ Ellen Giynde and that chesty little spar-
rer of a son o' hern,” she muttered botly.
*I'Nl teach 'em to sass me."”

In deliberate silence she made lier camp
by a crystal pool where water beetles skated
on the surface and a huge black and yellow
butterfly salled on a festal barge of a fallen
leaf. Laying out her blanket with neat
exaciness, she took frem her pack a coffes
pot and folding fre grid, kindling a clean
hot fire of dry chips. Her stience grew deep-
er as she set out her meal, the gcanty fare of
the seasoned *hiker” a pils of omtmeal
crackers, & bunch of Tokay grapes, redly
translucent om a platter of greesn leaves.

With a selfcontrol that was almost omi-
nous she walted untll the coffee boiled, biting
delicately into a cracker meanwhile. Then
that control broke, the ecoffes pot few
through the air and crashed against a tres,
and after it, pungent and scalding as its con-
tents, went A.Illll‘l words.

“Rats bite ‘em—take that! I wish ‘twas
_Ellen Glynds as I am aimin' at I'd teach
her to ‘my good woman' Walking Ann.”

“T'd better hit the trall again, I be too
bilin' to make camp,” she scolded on. “ “Tia
a plumb sin for folks to be goin' around
makin' a body so mad as I be right now.
But 'tls queer, too; the wickeder I gets the
spryer T be. I'l lay as I fetch the Nack
miento afore I quits hikin' this nigh:.”

Carefully drenching the ashes of her fire,
she struck gain up the trafl. The short twi
light had gone, the full moon still = pale
promise behind the ridge. The spting chorus
of the mocking birds waa stilled, and even
the stream’s ¥oige hushed by tbe long monthe

" of summer drought; all Was ailence as, leav-
“ing the humid coolness of the beach behind

her, she went ou and up into that Californian
reversal of the higher the hotter. A dry heat,
the breath of the desert seeking the wes,
bringing.s sense of vastness as though the
dark bubble of the night wers distended by 1L
From behind -Cuyama peak the moon cams

- up, veddish and huge, polsing an instant en

the grest like some strange beacon fire be-
fore it swung off Iato the limitiess spaces.

It wes at the Nacimiento Forks that sha
eame upop Terry Dondhus. She had heard

. i i

him for some time, the beat of & horse’s
hoots, an comsienal quisting word as s
w-ﬂu-ﬁ-ﬂmﬂ. Then
suddenly he eame upon her round a bend, his
pony shying viclently in towards the bank as
she stepped down from the outsr sdge to let
it pass.

Leaning from his ssddle, Terry Donchue
scanned her closely.

“Walking Ann, is that you™—~Thank God!*~

“ Amen to that, though what it be about I
don't rightly know,” Ann saswered
“«It's motber—she hes one of her apells”
he went hastily on. *I was ridfing out to ses
if I could get some one from one of the
ranchey; there's enly old Teleafora with her
now.”

“ Them Mexicans is no good.” sniffed Ann.
“1f you domn't watch out sheTl be stickin’
peedles into your ma to drive cut the devil
You take me right to her.”

“That's sure & relief,” he sl os he &is
mounted * Give me your pack. Could you
ride my pony?*™

*“Young feller,” returned Ann seversly,
= when the Indians quit the reservation back
in the eighties ‘twas me as rid forty mile to
Laramie to take the word"™

The moon was fiooding the cafion as they
turned up it. the bare Bank of the trall gleam-
ing yellowly amongst the chaparral Scariet
stemmed madronos with glossy leaves, mot-
tled ghosts of sycamores sere with fall, rock
pinnacles fantastic and macabre under the
eerie light. Ann rode sflently considering
Jerry Donchue as he strove ahead, slim
legged, erect, her pack and blankst on his
shoulders.

“ 8o you got back from Eiberis at last™

“Yep. Just my Juck to get sent there™

* 1 guess you be right giad to be back.™

* 1 suppose s0.”

Ann thought about that for s while, feel-
ing dimly that this was s different Terry
from the irresponsible lad whe had marched
away naarly thres years befors

“ Don’t it seem good to be bome? *

=1t ought to,” he answersd dully; then
came a hotter tone: "Homal Good God,
after all I've seen and been through, and
here they are in the same old place with the
same old hate! ™

“Wall, you done & good work, lad, helpin’
to make the world safe,” Ann soothed, but
the young fellow's smoldering resentment
burst out again.

“Yen, safe for Fred Glynde and that Jap
partner of his to corral all the potatoes from
bere to the Maexican line and heold up the
price.”

“1 could help break that if mother would
enly listen™ he went on. “ There's men
mammum-m«w
the back range to strike the B. P. at Carmelo;
it would make the ranch worth half a million
at least. 'But no, mother must go out ever
Las Palomas or not at all, and here I am,
poor as & cheolo, with all this land going to
waste.”

He had turned, standing barcheaded on the
trail, the straightness of his features accen-
tuated by the deep shadows of the moon, his
ayes blackly bright under blacker brows and
halr.

Even so his father might have stood be-
fore him, Ann thought; that dead Terence
Donohus, too handsoms, too winning, too
tmpulsive—in short, too Irish. XEllen Full,
they sald would bhave given the heart from
her body for him ian those days. It might
have been a match had not her sister Jane
returnad suddenly from the east. In two
weeks Donohue had married and carried her
off to the Nacimiento; a fmonth later Ellen
tind married old Peter Glynde of Las Palo-
mas ard promptly sealed its gates.

" 8o your's ma sick again?™ Ann gueried
s Terry turned once mere to the trail
“ YWas you by any chance talkin’ o' leavin’
tha ranch?®"

He stopped in his tracks, casting a sur.
nrinsd question ever his shoulder.

“ What makes you ask that?™

Mavhap becauss I ba o woman myseif -
said Ann shortly.

Topping the ridge, the trall descended to
the vale of Nacimiento. A softer place, a
richer luxuriance, its arable bottom lands
wreathed in silver mist; far off between the
slopes showed the dark line of the sea; & sin-
gle light that told of the Palomas ranch
houss and & ribbon of faint gray that was
the road of hate. Down they went between
high hung orchards of pear and prune, of
olives and almonds, or figs still heavy with
fruit. A spley breath of pine, a mingling of
palm, oranges, and untended shrubs, a long,
low house half buried in purple ereepers.

“There's many a soul would think they
was in heaven could they pass thelr days
here,” Ann thought, “ while Jane Donohue—
but ‘tis what a body's got inside of "em as
makes the differsnce, not what's outside.”

Digmounting, Ann stalked into the house,
a place of that precise neatness which only
a small soul sesmas able to achieve, heavily
shut in against the glory without. A bed-
room full of dark mahogany and the hot
glare of an oll lamp. By ths bed a Mexican
woman crouched and fingered a rosary, cast-
ing glances of smotional pity at the thin
form outlined by the sheeta

Of the beauty which had sefuced Terence
Donochue only her hair remained, its masses,

hardly touched by gray, spread out om the

mmmmhﬁ-u
narrowed and pinched by years of self pity,
the lips compressed to & line of unconguer-
able stubbornness. Heor ayes, large and bril-
lant, were open, but at the sound of Ann's
[footsteps outside they closed with almost =

map and the whale face fell inte an expres-

slon of patient suffering.

1s that you, my son?™ she murmured ae
Ann eame in

Bhe pansed, her IDe still clowsd, spparestly
spest for breath Then her voloe wenti ea
sgain, & faint trickle of despersts pathos.

“You are right Terry, and you must &
as you please about putting that read
through. Do not regard my feslings, my boy
—1I am but a dying woman and this world
for the young and strong. Do as you pleass.
Terry. I can bear #t and I will never r»
proach you—it is only for & little longer that
I must suffer. . . .

Standing by the bedside, Ann Nstened
while the voice flowed on in all the snapping
tyranny of helplessmess. Then suddenty her
words eames dowp acress £ Nks sa scl
d&ipped chopper.

“Jane Donchume, yeu quit Tham eaery-
' oo™

The eyes cpenad at that and theare tollowed

azclamation.
..'MA_'

“ A¥e, "tis me all right, and T sin't 20 poar
innercent lad to be took "

Mnm“““-
clashed, & pampered willfulness en the ome
side, on the other an understanding grim and
impartial Mrs. Donchue spoks eagerly.

“What is the news outside?

* As [ came through Ssa Luts Oblepe they
was bettin' even mensy that the esuwrts
would open the road™

* Ob—{hs courts! *

The woman sighed with the hopelessness
of thirty years of unavalling litigation. Her
bosom, pinched and meager as though all fts
vitalitiss had besn drained awsy by her con
suming ressotment, rose and fall is eonvul
sive gaspa.

“IT never Hve to ses . Just hesven,
what have I done that I should be tor
tured so? ™

“*Tis you as be doin’ the tormentin’™ Ane
put In. * Terry could have a road through te
the valley in thres months ¥ you'd but let
him.*

“Terry owns the ranch and T have tolé
him to do as be pleases™

“Yea, I heerd you tellin’ himm se as T come
fr.” Ann returned.

Agaln their glances met and Jane Donohoe
ralsed herself on her elbow.

“1 cant give up—1 com’t. Obh, ¥ I eouls
but ride once across that ranch and laugh i
Ellen's tace as I go—>

Her hand, & mere bunch of fevered bores
fell on Ann's wrist and at its hot clasp Lhe
other started in & geoulne alarm

“Woman, you are real sick ™

* Sick—I am sick to death ™ moaned Mrs
Donobus as she fell back on bher pulows
aguin. “But I will sever. never give In*

A quiyer of pity crossed Ann's (faoe
Wasted, narrow, held by that almost fanat)
clam of stubbornness, the womazn lay be
tweet her masses of hair, and from her eyes.
as from two windows thers sesmed Lo leer
the very presence of that obsessing demon—
the same cne that, except for those draw:
shades of blank decency, might have looked
from the eyes of Ellsn Glynde and bher son
As Ann raised her an uncontroliable spasm
shook her frume, causing her to fight fer
breath.

* There's naught will eure her but to get
what she wanta™ Ann thought *“And se
long as she lives she'll keep Terry cooped
up here and belng dyin’ whenever be talks o
quittin”.*

* Lie you still, Jane Donchue,” ehe went on
aloud. “I got to speak to Terry & hit and
then you and me is due for a talk.™

Terry was sitting on the veranda sieps
ehin in bhand, staring glooamily down the
moon flooded vale toward Las FPalomas. ITol
ing eut the note picked up in the wake «!
the Glynde car, Ann spoke: v

* Here's a letter for you, tad ™

He did not slop-to aak bLow she hald o
tained it; his eyes raced greedily over ths
iines, then sought the glesming might dis
of his wrist watch

= Ten o'clock already.”™ he syclaimed
“ Most Mke the™ be waltin' Zer you" Aar
encouraged

" She's been walting since before the war ~
said Terry bitterly. * If mother would only
ist me do something I'd have had her out
of Las Palomas long ago. I'm only waliting
until I have something to offer bher.™

“She won't thank you none for thal
waltin®.*

“How do you know that™

~ Because I been a gul myself—you didn%
think that of old Ann, 4id you? But I know,
and you take her, lad—take her gquick ™

*“ How can 1 ask her to come here from all
she has down there?™

* She's awonderin® how you cant™

“ Bhe wants to see me tonlgpht—but there's
mother smick again™ he besitated with »
glance at the houss.

“Don't worry none about your ma I'U
stay with her till you gets back.”

A glance of gratitude, warmly fleeting, and
he was mounted and off, galloping down the
viie with a lover'~ recklessness. Eeated on
the steps Ann pictured him passing on his
way, insulated from all the world about him
by the joy of that coming meeting, in his
face & light that shamed the mild radiance
of the moon. Then the girl, seemingly s
mesk and fragile, creeping out Into the might
from the greal houss among the cypress
trees.

“I'l lay she has to le to get oul,™ Ans
mused. “ Land's sakes, the lovers’ las the
Lord has te listam to! Milllon o' years of
‘em, and all the same mince the world begas
—and IT bet there's & kinder twinkle i His
eve when He hears 'am.*

Her face softened as she sat there, her sun
bonnet throwa back from her white hair, her
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